The mastery of great things comes with the doing of 79
trifles j the little voyage is for the timid soul just as for-
midable as the big voyage for the great one. Voyages are
accomplished inwardly, and the most hazardous ones,
needless to say, are made without moving from the spot.
But the sense of voyage can wither and die. There are
adventurers who penetrate to the remotest parts of the
earth, dragging to a fruitless goal an animated corpse.
The earth pullulates with adventurous spirits who popu-
late it with death: these are the souls who, bent upon con-
quest, fill the outer corridors of space with strife and
bickering. What gives a phantasmal hue to life is this
wretched shadow play between ghoul and ghost. The
panic and confusion which grips the soul of the wanderer
is the reverberation of the pandemonium created by the
lost and the damned.
As I was basking on the steps of the amphitheatre the
very natural thought came to my head to send a word of
cheer to my friends, I thought particularly of my psycho-
analyst friends. I wrote out three cards, one to France,
one to England, and one to America. I very gently urged
these broken-down hacks who called themselves healers
to abandon their work and come, to Epidaurus for a cure.
All threq of them were in dire need of the healing art—
saviours who were helpless to save themselves. One of
them committed suicide before-my word of cheer reached
himj another died of a broken heart shortly after receiv-
ing my card$ the third one answered briefly that he en-
vied me and wished he had the courage to quit his work.
The analyst everywhere is fighting a hopeless fight.
For every individual whom he restores to the stream of
'life, <cadapted/* as they put it, a dozen are incapacitated;
There will never be enough analysts to go round, no mat-

